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without that loafing native at his elbow. Sterne wrig-
gled his shoulders with disgust* What was it? Indo-
lence or what?

That old skipper must have been growing lazy for
years. They all grew lazy out East here (Sterne was
very conscious of his own unimpaired activity); they
got slack all over. But he towered very erect on the
bridge; and quite low by bis side, as you see a small
child looking over the edge of a table, the battered soft
hat and the brown face of the Serang peeped over the
white canvas screen of the rail.

No doubt the Malay was standing back, nearer to the
wheel; but the great disparity of size in close association
amused Sterne like the observation of a bizarre fact in
nature. There were as queer fish out of the sea as any
in it.

He saw Captain Whalley turn his head quickly to
speak to his Serang; the wind whipped the whole white
mass of the beard sideways. He would be directing
the chap to look at the compass for him, or what not.
Of course. Too much trouble to step over and see for
himself. Sterne's scorn for that bodily indolence which
overtakes white men in the East increased on reflection.
Some of them would be utterly lost if they hadn't all
these natives at their beck and call; they grew perfectly
shameless about it, too. He was not of that sort, thank
God! It wasn't in him to make himself dependent
for his work on any shrivelled-up little Malay like that.
As if one could ever trust a silly native for anything
in the world! But that fine old man thought differently,
it seems. There they were together, never far apart;
a pair of them, recalling to the mind an old whale at-
tended by a little pilot-fish.

The f ancif ulness of the comparison made him smile.
A whale with an inseparable pilot-fish! That's what
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